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By Janies Oliver Curwood -~ -
govt g EAN PIERROT'S  hand
§ . “gripped hard at -the hilt
of the hunting knife inF ™
his belt, and for a mo-[-
ment  the thin,” dark,
sensitive face that he
turned toward the white
" glow of the aurora flash-
ing in the northern skies
was lilled with something:
that was more than the
~ gerief which fifled his soul. From the lighted
cabin, haif hidden in the deep shadows of
the thick spruce, came the sound.of laughter
a man ¢ laughter, loud, bueyant and fillec
with a happiness that struck Jean like a
. dagger ; and mingled with it was the
sweeter. lower langhter of a girl. With ~
the stealth of the grav-furred lynx which
he hunied for .the company, Jean crept
nearer 1o the lighted window, and the.great, -
dark eves which be had inherited from his
Freneh mother were filled with a threatening. -
ghrter, For the first time since he could e
remernber. Jean felt within his heated blood ’ o
. the desire to'kill, The sinewsof his hands were tense in their eagerness to choke
the Life from the man who was laughing within the cabin; the fingers of his right
hand were like steel ribs about the caribou-horn grip of his knife. He looked
abeut him with keen, quick-seding eyes. On all sides the forest shut in the
" clearing like a black wall “One by one the few lights at the post had gone out,
until there remained only those in the company’s store and the cabin. The dogs
‘were quirt. He knew by the white glow of the billion stars in the sky and the
faintly crackiing sound that came ‘to him from the shooting lights over the pole,
“'that it was lale. The voung Englishman would soon be leaving the cabin, and then-—
Sitence had fallen in the cabin, It was followed now by a low, aweet voice
in song. and, as he listened, the glitter Jeft Jean's eyes and he sank upon his
knees in the snow with & broken, schbing ery. Meleese was singing. She was
xinging to this Englishman, who Had come to destroy hig beautiful world for him,
the Cree love song which he had taught to Meleese before her baby lips could
wrares lian forth the words. It was bis song—and hers. ‘Together they had sung
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turned into the stinted scrub of the Groiat

. Barrens, from beyond which the Esquim:cix

. and their fierce lttle fighting dogs eane

now and then. Eastward it struck Hudso:'s

Bay. South and west there wasno erd toat,

It was the forest that Jean remembered fii +f

of all in looking back. . It had been iis
play-garden when =2 little, brown-fac-d '

mother watched over him and played wih

him. ‘Then it became mother, brothee,
everything to him, and began teaching him-
in the great code of life, as Tife is Hvesl o
thonsand miles nmorth. It was the forra

that told him more of God than the missio-

ary who came over from Fort Churchill and

made a devout Catholic of him. The whix-

pering winds of summer in the spruce tops,

the peaceful sweetness of its vast, silent
places, the wailing of arctic blasts over the
enow dunes in winter gave to him the
strange, wild music which he played upon
------ his old violin. Le viclon, as Jean called it, .
had come to him as a heritage from the ;
father he had neverseen; and vet deep down
: . in his-soul he thanked the forest for that, -
too. -To him the forest was the source of all things ‘geod.  The God of the
Virgin and the God of hig forests were one. If there had been two Gods in his .
conception of things, he would have worshiped the forest God, for, above all
things elge, it was the forest that had given him Meleese. :

VEN in his grief he smiled s he thought of Meleese, for the vision he
saw in the dying firelight went back to the beginning of things—Dback
to a Chrisgtmas Day, many years:ago, when he had locked upon a white -
baby for tha first time, and when that baby had kicked and squirmesd
and made strange noises and stranger gigns to him and had clutehed its.”

tiny fingers in his black, ghining hair. That was the beginning of Jean’s love
story and the beginning of Jean’s deeper worship of the forest. ¥rom' the hour
that Cummins came in from the édge of the Barrens, bringing with him Meleewe
and her dead mother on the same. sledge, life changed vor Jean. After that

"Meleese _ﬁlléd his world. For them there was no_thing beyond the forest, the
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atars; in that same cal

cren gereran [ — fay e - o
yin.  And be, Jean Pierrot, had sung it and had played ‘it

upon hig vielin when the mother of” Meleese had gone to her rest under the big

‘sentinel spruce in the
wige of the clearihg.
whin erie was
just obd enough -t
_tedidle aleng at his
side in their hunt far
the red-glow and hak -
aresh fluwers.  Now
she was singing it
tn the Englishman.
Quietly Jean rose o
his feet. He stoomt
up. straight and stal-.
wart in. the night.
and turned his face
"o the sky. ]
" The great i
idess vou and  give
vou - happiness,  my
Meleese,” he breath-
ed] and went slowly™
to hiz own calin be-
yand the post house.
at the other edge ol
the clearing.

ROM "its
“worrlen pe

in the wall he’

teok his old
violin and sat

down in the dull glow
of the fire that came
from the-door of the
_cahin stave. Hetried
t play. but there was
‘a curious twitching
“in his fingers that
. made them run wild.
and he  laid the in-
strument on a stont

hexide him, whers its -

ruddy gides canught
"the dancing colors of
the firelight, Tt-was
.nne of the few times
that the vielin™ had

. failed him when he

trwik it from the worn
g in the wall., He -
shuddered and buriert
his dark face bev
tween his hands, star-

v

- e ' - P Lo T EE T - T new Cthat she had -
- obe was like tbe pictures-be had scen of the wondertul creatures. who lived in tbe gréat cities of. tgfnédhei fa(':eeup to -
s~ wbich be bad beard, BUNOTeds and bundreds of miles away.t . - . c+ + . himtobe kigsed. He
' Co * o : N had not dafed to touch

ing:deep’ intn the dying ghaw of the fire; and 'in_ those momewnts there flashed

before him a vision of his world—an emnpty, desolate world té him now, while
- bt a short time before it had.been very near to his simple dreams of paradise.
The forest waa this world of Jemn Pierrot's, It began a little beyond his cabin
dnar and reached out nn all gides farther than he had ever been,, Northward it

these three they passed the years until ~Meleese, at-Jean’s -desire, at
went to spend a season at the company's school at Fort Churchill.

- o . - . HE thought
; of that day

to Jean's
heart. . Meleege, in
leaving, had given
him her red mouth to
kiss and bad gone
with herhair hangirg
inabig, shining braid

loved this hair. He
loved to look upon it
in the sunlight, flow-
ing in a cascade of
rippling fire over her

to - see the shining
braid gleaming and
dancing and laughing
at him, ag they ran
their races through

Meleese had ‘come
- back from Churchill,
nearly a year later,

upon the crown of her
headin a manner thab

rible to him. She was
no Tonger the litile
Meleese of his for-

pictures he had secn
of the . wonderful
-ereatures who lived
in the great cities of
which he had heand,
hundreds and . Twn-
dreds of miles away.
) Sl Dy B " .7 He had rnot: kissd
' T e : t-. 7 her when  she. fe-
T " turned, :though he

" her hair or to deck it

P with fAdwers during

the few weeks that-she remained at the post. A grief that he Was just beginning

to understand took him degp into theforest onthe day that she returned to Churéhili, -

"This time Meleese was gone only five months. She came back more bezutiful
and more wonderful to him than.ever, and brought with her books and mysie and
wonderful clothes which he had only seen in pictures before. This time she did

N

broughta _
stab of pain’

down her back. Jean -

shoulders; he Toved

the forests andamong.
therotkyridges. Aml

with her hair piled

was strange and fer--

ests, bit-was like the -
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net offer her lips for him to kiss. But she
Cowus happy, happier than Jean had ever seen
“her-in his life: A wéek later the e company '3

tauent from Fort Ghurchill had ¢dme to the.
s, st .and with him his son. QOstensibly they

hadoome to hunt earibon. It was then that

-+ Joan Plerrot saw why Meleese was happy:

. ways?!?

1t was the young Englishman’s voice that he
" heard now, singing as he went to h:s quarters
Hh the factor 8 house. . L

-SonigtHing which he could not master
drew him toward Meleese, and not
untii he was near her cabin did he

= realize that under his arm he was
:.1rrymg the old viplin. Her window was
-xtill aglow, and suddenly the door” opened
and Meleese appeared® He started to move
quickly away, but the girl saw him and even

u1 the distance that :,eparated them she- ree~
< upnized him,

“HJean?’ she ca]led ‘*Jean, is that you?1”’
He stoppéd and-she came out té him.
1t is you, Jean,”” she said.” “Why don’t

you answer?”’ There wag a curicus trembie’

in her voice as she caught sight of the violin.

~[ vrant to talk to you. ‘1 want to tell you' - -

_dumething, Jean,”’ she urged
“vome in??
He followed ber. mutely mto the cabm

“Wlll you

and when he. had seated himself Mefleese.'f

trought a Jow stool and sat at his feet as in
the old days. Her cheeks were flushed. There

" wag-a warm, soft glow in her eyes that

frightened h'i‘m. ‘He knew what she _was‘
about to Ba.y

: “You'are changed Jean,’* she whlspered
‘vesting her armg on his knees and looking
up into his face. **You-are not like the oId-
. Jean—the Jean who—who used t love me.’

- “I will always love ‘you, my Meleese,’
struggled Jean. ‘‘Each mght I pray the
© Virgin to give you happiness.”’

“You want me to he Happy, Jean—--ai

“Yes.”’

Meleese lowered her eyes. There wuas n

\.]m spoke.

EAN sllpped to the door.and went dut.

agiipdenly the doot opened and fMeleesc Appeared.”

low, joyous note in her voice when
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~Day after to-morrow is -Christmas,
Jean, Very soon after that I am going to
be’ married. I will not be completeiy'happy :

. until then,” :

‘Tean was qumt
face guivered. e e
“I wanted to be marrled on Chrlstmas,

“Jean,”’ continued Meleese gently. ‘‘But—I

can't tell you any more, Are you glad, Jean?' ™

“*Yes, I am glad,”” said Jian, scarcely
heating his own voice.. “I am glad—that
you-are going to be huppy.”’

Heroge to his feet and went to the door

a blindness in his eyes, ‘a~chill like that of-'
death in his heart. At the door he knew that
once ‘more he beheld the face of Meleese,
lifted to him-as in the old times, pleadinpg;
filled with the old love, giving him her lips
to kiss. She knew. She wag gorry for him. ©

*He kidsed her and said, in his old, brotherly
WEY,

““Good-night, ma belle. Meleese. It ig
time for you to go to bed.’’

- . He went out into the deep snows, under
the shining stars, deep into the gloom of the
spruce forest. And Meleesé, after he had
gone, picked up the old v1011n which he had-
forgotten, and played and sang the low, sweet
music of the Cree love song which he had
taught her years and years befare.

'I‘ WAS dull gray day when Jean camie
back to his cabin, He built a fire
and-made coffee and bolted his door.
He slept until toward noon, when it

" was . time to make’ coffee again.
Through his window he watched the deepening
‘of the gloom ontside and listened to the wail<
ing sounds that came with the wind from the

~north. In a little while one of- the fierce
arctic storms would break over the Barrens,
and he wondered if the others at the post had o
taken warning and -come in early. Then he

. . . . began-gathering a few things from about him

o _ : e B and placed them on the table, - They were
things associated with Meleese, and he sat, silent; locking .at them for along
time. ‘There were the three or four picture books which they had worn out, and
over which they had dreamed-together of :the ;big, wonderful world which they

) {Conlinued on'jnge z7.)
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- . The Violin. .
.. (Continued from page 15.)
“knew was- somewhere beyond their for-
.- -ests} a Bible, frayed and worn, pathetic
" in its ragged poverty, which Meleese had
given'to him three birthdays before, and
_ 4 dozen other trinkets, each bringing
~back fo Jean some sweet memory of the
past. From among thesé Jean chose
. two things—the Bible and a pair of worn
little shoes of caribou skin that Meleese
had kicked” and crowed in before she
could walk, He put them in the pocket of.
“his leather coat and went to the window.
- The darkness outside ‘was almost that
of night. With the whistling cry of the
- wind ‘there came now biting#elouds of
hard, shot-like snow that beat.in volleys
. against -the cabin. The factor had
- lighted his big lamp in the company
store. At the far end of the clearing
Jean saw a star of light shining faintly
~in Meleese’s window, and he cried out
- her name softly to himself. -
“‘Meleese, Meleese, my sweet Me-
leese,”” he breathed, as gently as though
- - she were listening to him, “I am glad
* that you are:happy. But Jean Pierrot
~cannot stay to see you marry. the Eng-
- lishman: - As seon as the storm is over,’
Iwill go.” T
. He pulled out & worn pack-sack from
~under his bunk and putinto it a few-
- necessary articles of food and his blan-
- kets.."A knock at the door interrupted
- him. - When he opened’ it, MacDougall,
.. the factor, burst in, his face beaten red
- by the storm. "With a quick, anxious
.- glance he swept the dark voom, = ..
- - ““‘Brant sn't here?” he demanded. . .
' ““Brant, -the Englishman—no,”” said
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., ‘‘He went out "this morning—alone—.
% hunt caribou on the. Barrens,”” con-

© . [a strarge, swlet happiness that robbed .

+ +
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Pierrot knew that, and yet with the[ o
knowledge of it there entered into him'..

 the storm of“its terror.and pain for him. ! - {
i Le m’steur, the Englishman, would die;: 7,
‘and he, Jean Pierrot, would die. Buthe |
-would die for Meleese, whieh would be a . ]
jhappinhess.  This was better than fun-j -
' ning away;-as he had planned to do; "Hé | s -
would -hunt for  the 'Englishman. * He{ - "
twould try to.find him, for Meleege. ‘But] ..
“He had no hope, and the very ‘hopeless-| -
(ness of his quest brought him comfore. |
i When. the end ¢ame he would lie down,]| . .
with his beloved violia close beside him, [:"
and they wounld pass out together.~ He | L
stopped to tuck the violin in his pack.|
‘The touch of it and ‘the knowledge that
It was with him, the mute spirit of it|
‘watching over him and guarding'nim to
the end, filled his heart ‘with. content. |
They were the.only two left in their)
world now—he, Jean Pierrot, and. the| -
old violin. . .~ o
He came to the edge of the Barrens. |.
He struck out boldly, where Brant must
have gone first in search of caribou, his
' head bowed against the storm and his| §i
| thick fur cap pulled low over his face B
land- ears. - He ' guided. himself by the{
i wind. So long as it was in his face he| "

knew that he was traveling north: when|: |
“he swung westward it was against his{.. § . ¢

_right side.” At the end of half an_hour:-
L he stopped, swung his rifle -to his shoul- |-
| der and fired two shots. . The slashing |- K
;wind -cut the reports off-at the muzzle of.
 his gun and cairied them away so quickly | -
that they seemed to die almost instant] yof .
As a matter of duty he stopped at intér- |

vals of every ten minutes or so and fired |’ -
'two shots, and stood for a moment listen-,
ing, = At the end of’an hour he knew that
he.could not have rétraced his stepsto.the-
post. . ‘The Barrens had swallowad him.-




. by the storm. With a quick, anxious;that theyseemed todie aimost Instantiy..

: o lost—

-~ the snow. And he doesn’t know enough
" todothat.” |

© . MsdeDougall opened the door and faced.
the storm again., - - ' '

Y

- tinued the factor.
-back. If he’s caught in this .storm—

*. mile from the post..
_ pointing- out _
~ blacker- than night!

- minute!” - _ L o
... “He will diel” repeated Jean, going
. - again to the window. '

glance he swept the dark room.
.~ “RBrant isn't here?’’ he demanded.

As a matter of duty he stopped at inter-|

[ vals of every ten minutes or so and fired

* “‘Brant, -the Engrli‘shmﬂ-n—-#rlo,”' said | two shots, and stood for a moment listen-

Jean. ‘

“Ye went out this morning—alone—.
con-|

_to hunt caribou on the Barrens,”’

"“‘He -hasn’t come
Ty ) ) .

Jean looked steadily at him. ..
- “Le m’sieur will die,”’ he said quietly.
‘A spark of fire leaped through His blood.
It warmed him, heated him, filled him
for an instant with a strange, tingling

ing. At theend of'an hour he knew that

post. ‘The Barrens had swallowed him,”
Sfeeling his way instead -of ‘seeing; shout-
[ing row.and then between his rifie shots
the name of Brant, the Englishman.
After atime it seemed to him that every

“his gun the wind seemed to how! and
.shriek at him Touder than_ before, until

he could not have retraced his steps to the '

He still went north-and a little west, | _ A

time he shouted and each time he fired}

- L
“dern..
s yo.
- message .
Sanatogen
- you. Ota
comes in”
- ¢asity and
~or -simildf
© meéals.. ]
. compoimd
- form of pl
ful reactio
- invigoratit
o Wey

sensation of joy, which he fought back'|at last he could scarcely ‘hear his own

and ecrushed as the factor nodded and

stared at him, . . L

“‘Gawd! yes—he will die,” said the

- factor, ‘‘I have sent men out to fire
“guns, bat they won’t dare to goa half
‘Look!" he cried,
of the window.

rens yot wouldn’t live two hours in that
storm tunless you buried yourself under

“You can’t hear a gun,”’ he “calléd
back, ‘““and they’re firing every half

‘‘Le m'sieur, the
-Englishman, will die!” -The -volleys of

. snow hid the light in Meleese’s window.
““He will die!”’ he repeated again and:
- .again; and he looked through the storm
and the blackness, threugh- the thick log|
. walls of Cummins’s cabin, and saw. the
. white, terror-stricken face of Meleese.
- ‘He will.die!”” He strapped. the pack-
" sack over his shoulders and took down
" -his rifle from the.wall, -opened the door
" and struggled against the storm toward
il hanaa ~f - Malsesga:

- 4He will die. he

- w'ltysll
Out on the Bar-.

voice or the sound’ of his rifie. It did
not occur to him at first' that the cease-

deafening as well as blinding him, or

that his voice was growing weaker in-
stead of the -storm growing sironger.

his rifle. 2

JJall in the wind.

leap of life into ‘Jean: Pierrot’s heart.
From ahéad.of him-—very near——there

ot of the storm.

again, and he stood trembling, breathirg
a-mite prayet, He knew what had hap-
pened; and why it'had happened.. Th

God of the Virgin and his forests had
auieted ihe storm for @ dozén breaths

less, terrific beating-of the storm was|-

Three times during. the gecond: hour he| -
dropped’ down into the dry snow dunes| .
and buried himself for a few minutes at|"
a‘time. . From the beginning of the third | §|
hour he did thisas frequently as-he fired |-

—pable—Hi
that viFf

_He swung to the southwest. = So sud-
| denly that it startled him, there eame a ¢
The volleys .of sriow- "
., pellets staggered, dropped like spent shot - | ;
~ '} and fell'lifeless about him.. And in that |

moment there came a great, throbbing |

came to him.faintly-a sound that was.
It was a voice. He
heard it twice, three times; and. then,’
far in the arctic darkness. behind him, - '

there came. a -moaning, whistling, rush- -
ing sound. ~The storm swept over hirm.;
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" storm,
violin, and with a sudden movement he;
He knew that,

MacDougall openea tne Qour ana laceu |

the sterm again, |

“You can’t hear a gun,”’ he called
back, ‘‘and they're ﬁrmg every half
minute!”’

“He will die!”” repeated Jean, going
again to the window. ‘‘Le m’sieur, the
-Englishman, will die!”” The volleys of
snow hid the light in Meleese’s window.
“He will die!” he repeated again and
again; and he locked through the storm
and the blackness, through the thick log
walls of Cummins’s cabin, and saw the
white, terrov-stricken face of Meleese.
“He will die!"’ He strapped the pack-
gack over his shoulders and took down

- his rifle from the wall, opened the door

and struggled against the storm toward
the home of Meleese. ‘““He will die, he
will die, he will die!”” he repeated again
and.again; and the words were ringing
in his brain when he came to the door
and Meleese let him in. She was alone.

. She ran to him and caught him by the

arm, but his eyes, half blinded by the
looked over her. He saw his

caught it in his hand.
Meleese was clinging to him, sobbing to:
‘him; but he looked over her still, gently -
pushmg her away from him, and re-
opened the door.

“We will find him, Melecse, ' he Cl‘lE‘d
above the storm. ‘“We will find him -
and bring him back to you-—Jean Pler-’

" rot—-and le violon!"’ .

He sprang out into the storm. It
-whistled about his eafs. .The snow pel-’
_lets-bit. his flesh like a thousand needles
as he lunged into it. Above it all he.
‘heard a voice following hlm—the voice
of Meleese,

“Jeanw-Jean——Jean
“We. will bring him Yback,”’ he re-!

1y

plied.. ‘“We will bring bt ‘back—Jean
- Pierrot and ]e vialon!” - &M\
The night ‘and the tumul lowed ! wounld die,

ne ::iwung LU LI SOUULHIwWeoL.
denly that it startied him, there came a
Jull in the wind. The vollevs of snow
pellets staggered, dropped like spent shot
fand Tell lifeless about him.  And in that
moment there came a great, throbbing
leap of life into Jean Pierrot’s heart.
From ahead of him -very near--there
came to him faintly a sound that was
not of the storm. Tt was a voice. He
heard it twice, three times; and then,

[SLE e IR IR R

there came a moaning, whistling, rush-
ing sound. The storm swept over him
again, and he stood trembling, breathing
a mute prayer.
pened, and why it-had happened.. The

quieted the storm for a dozen breraths
that he might hear, ahead of him, the
voiee of Brant, the Englishman.

He staggered on, straining his eyes

now through the snow gloom and calling
as loudly as he could through his swollen

lips. He was still looking ahead when
he stumbled against something dark and:

inanimate in the lee of a dune through
which he struggled knee deep He
“dropped into the snow beside it, knowing
that it was Brant before his blistered
| eyes gained strength enough to see. -
. “M’sieur!” he eried.” ““M'sieur!”’
"Brant did not move, and Jean dlew oft
hig mittens to feel of the man's face.
Ten minutes before Brant’s lips had ut-
| tered the criés he Heard, and there was
_still Jife in him. He mumbled soimie-
thing that was lost in the storm as Jean
lifted his'head in his arms. The sound
of the voice, faint as it was, filled him
i with the old, maddening fire.
[mstant or %o it overmastered him, and

: 'he drew back to look at the Englishman; = |
Two or three miles

dying in the snow.

to the south were the forests. He could
.reach .them and build a fire. Brantj
and then—well, he could|;

him, and he turned his head toward tha not allow himself to dwell for any

- Barrens.
It was. death ahead of hlm

4 !ength af time upen what would: 10]?0\&

(Continuecd on page 3L . Dl

far in the arctic darkness behind him, )

Theb:.

He knew what bhad hap-

God of the Virgin and his forests had

For an-
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